liquor of the cabaclos is brewed, and the pungent, deep vermilion-
coloured drink, taken with sugar or tapioca : subtle as the eyes of a
north Brazilian half-breed. To drink this is to drink Brazil. The
saying :

Quern chegou no Pard,

Tomou assat^ ficou*

Innumerable trees; why name them? They are all strong,
vertical ascendancies from earth., related to man's will and man's
dream. And within them, making the jungle night at noon, monkeys,
parrots, parakeets; tapirs at freedom. (I touch one who sniffs at
me for ants; his hide is hard as mahogany.) Occasionally, the noisy
macaws stop for breath; then I hear the dulcet bem te m that one
hears everywhere, I am told, in Brazil : the avicular welcome. So
here, at last., 1 am in the Amazonian jungle. (I fool myself; this Is
not jungle ; one can walk, here, on the underbrush earth : in the
true jungle each step is a fight and dubious victory.)
Nevertheless, here, in the leisure of this humanized jungle, my
meditation grows. I have the sense of nature's infinite sadness;
of all animal life imprisoned in it. Karma ! This tropic nature is
hostile to man. The East Indian responded by denying it; placed
all his values outside^ above. That is Hindu transcendentalism. The
African merged and fused. The Hindu sense of Karma and Maya:
life as doom seems inevitable in the tropics for the human spirit
which would be free and yet has no technics to master the tropics.
The cc gay " tropics? Nonsense. In these animals, I feel the deadly
seriousness, the ruthless, quiet and perpetual panic of being caught in
life : the classic mood of the tropic.
The Indian of Panama and the Garib sea (the Chibcha, for
instance), unlike the East Indian, accepts fusion with a nature he
can neither master nor escape. Hindu culture, in its classic form, is
refusal of this deadly mastering nature ; is elaborate intellectualiza-
tion and systematizatioij of this refusal. The Negro in Africa
accepted with an aesthetic, emotional, organic adjustment, to whose
dignity and value the white man has been blind. The Brazilian?
He cannot accept nature on the African's purely emotional-
aesthetic level: there is in him too much of the intellectual white
man. He cannot refuse nature in the transcendental terms of the
Hindu ; there is in him too much of Africa and the Amerindian.
Again, I feel here the beginnings of one of those marriages of the
spirit, of two spirits, which are fertile as the marriage of bodies.
Already, in the past, I prophesied a new culture-birth in Brazil,
Now again. ... If only I could remain ; study. , * ,
High in a sumaumera tree, a red-faced monkey chatters down
at me. How nimble he is! and how ill-at-ease his little restless,
helpless and unconscious soul ! Verily, God is in that monkey ; and
* Who comes to Pari stops,
Takes assai; remains.